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Armageddon would be loosed. The downfall of a
world's hopes rocked the silent mortuary. Upon
the grandeur of his master's defeat the disciple
mused, and upon his greatness; he was to declare,
long after, that of all the eminent men he had
known, Albert Einstein was the one other to stamp
so instant an impression of genius. With his
endowments of mind and tongue, Jaures saw
beckoning at his feet the path to riches, popularity
and power. He turned instead to the road of
poverty, hatred such as few public men ever
encountered, and now, at last, death. " His pure
soul and limpid heart were those of a saint. He was
without ambition, pride or vanity. In countless
instances he was even juster to his adversaries
than to his friends, It is not enough to say that he
was disinterested. Never, at any moment, in any
form whatsoever, were his thought and action
changed or deflected by one of the human motives
which despite us, and almost without our know-
ledge, eternally penetrate us all."1

These sacred night-thoughts were not unblended,
we may be sure, with remorse, since M. Blum's
conscience is vivid. During the heat and dust of
the conflict, where, pray, since 1905, had he
himself stood ? Fastidiously remote, he had loitered
in a Tower of Ivory. When the challenge of
Jaurfcs thundered across Europe, he was trilling
roulades of rhetoric. While the one, shield to
shield, traded strokes with militarism and capital,
the other waged war on playwrights and pantaloons.
1 L&m Blum, Conference sur Jean Jawls.